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But Mariota, having forbidden the subject
of these ancient tragedies, herself immediately
renewed it.

" Know you not," she said, " how 'tis said
that it was here, to this very coast, that Deirdre
and her husband and his brothers came from
Ireland, flying to escape the anger of the terrible
King Concobar. Before Deirdre was born it
was prophesied that through her must come
sorrow, and the curse which would scatter the
Red Branch warriors and hurl in the dust the
power and glory of the King. Wherefore the
King commanded that the child be taken away
to the forest fastnesses, or hidden by a wise
dmidess, and never allowed to see the face of
a man. In solitude she dwelt fourteen years ;
but each day she grew more beautiful/'

Ludovick smiled. " And I doubt not some
lover came; but I forget the story."

" I remember it well," said Mariota. " Deir-
dre was kept concealed; and even the King
did not know the secret of her hiding place.
But one forenoon as he was hunting in the
forest, by an evil chance, or destiny, he came
upon her dwelling, and beheld her standing
in the doorway. Then the spell of ill-starred
passion entered his heart, though for dread of
the curse he turned and went away, conquering
the temptation to speak to her of his love.

"And she was glad he had gone. She
feared his piercing eyes. Never had she gazed
face to face on any man; but in her dreams